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death of the painter Allston, who, it will be remembered; had taken an interest in Mrs. Hawthorne's (then Sophia Peabody's) artistic capacities.
"Mr. Allston is dead. What a light is extinguished ! He had a party of friends who were to stay all night. At half-past ten, he took a most affectionate leave of each, and Mrs. Allston went upstairs with her guests to see them arranged for the night. Mr. Allston went into his little room, where he always had a small lire to warm his feet before going to bed, and to which he always retired, probably for devotion. After the guests were attended to, Mrs. Allston came down to see how Mr. Allston felt, for he had complained during the evening of a pain in his chest. He appeared to be asleep in his chair. She went to him, and found that the pure spirit had departed. Pie was dead. There could have been no struggle. He looked tranquil."
We may now take up the regular series of Mrs. Hawthorne's letters to her mother, up to the close of the Old Manse period. It would be a pity to encumber them with comment, and they need little if nny explanation. They begin in October, 1842.
"... Mr. Hawthorne's abomination of visiting still holds strong, be it to see no matter what angel But he is very hospitable, and receives strangers with great loveliness and graciousness. Mr. Emerson says his way is regal, like a prince or general, even when at table he hands the bread. Elizabeth Hoar re-